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         You’re a saint.” Frances Pratt hung up the telephone still hearing Sam Guff’s amused chuckle. She absentmindedly twirled one
         of her brown curls around her index finger. Sun poured through her office windows onto the plush navy carpet and upholstered
         armchairs. She debated drawing the blinds but decided instead to enjoy the warmth. Summer was here. Finally.
      

      Frances glanced at the cream invitation embossed with black script, the two envelopes, three pieces of tissue paper, and reply
         card that lay scattered in front of her on the large walnut desk.
      

      Mr. and Mrs. William Waller Lawrence

      request the honor of your presence

      at the marriage of their daughter,

      Hope Alexandra,

      to Mr. John James Cabot III

      Saturday, the eighteenth of August

      Four o’clock

      The Church of the Holy Spirit, Manchester-by-the-Sea

      
         She turned over the larger of the two envelopes and examined the calligraphy: Miss Frances Taylor Pratt and Guest, 1382 Plainview Road, Orient, New York. Even her address seemed formal.
      

      Leaning back in her leather chair, she ran her finger over the raised lettering. Manchester. She could envision her aunt and
         uncle’s sprawling white clapboard house on Smith’s Point, a small peninsula that jutted out into the harbor. The salty air
         peeled the paint on the dozens of black shutters, and moss grew in the acidic soil between the flagstones of the patio. Although
         her brief visits to the New England seaside town had become less frequent in recent years, in an odd way it felt like home—a
         place infused with welcome. The mere sight of the oversize brass door knocker in the shape of a lion’s head gave her a sense
         of belonging. It was a feeling she missed.
      

      Aunt Adelaide, her father’s only sister, had moved to Manchester with her infant daughter, Penelope, when she married for
         the second time. They’d moved into Bill Lawrence’s family home and stayed there ever since. “I’ve set down my roots,” she
         used to say with a polite smile whenever anyone asked how she could have left her birthplace. “And trees don’t do well in
         Manhattan.” Twenty-nine years later, the rambling house, its rooms full of faded chintz mismatched furniture, was filled with
         her presence.
      

      Summer “family reunions,” announced as if the weekend promised hordes of distant relatives rather than the small brood of
         cousins that they were, had begun the year Frances turned nine. They’d offered the best of activities: camping on the private
         beach, eating Cheerios out of a waxed paper–lined box in the early morning 
         while still in her sleeping bag; scavenger hunts that sent her scrambling across the rocky shore in search of a piece of blue
         sea glass, a sea star, or a periwinkle shell; fishing expeditions in the canoe, dropping paper clip lines baited with raw
         bacon overboard in hopes of snagging a flounder; late-night games of charades in the paneled library of the Lawrence home
         with its sweet smell of bitter orange potpourri. Frances could still recall the taste of her aunt’s angel food cake, the sound
         of the porch door as it slammed shut, the creak of the floorboards in the upstairs hall that always seemed louder at night
         when she snuck in past her curfew. These were her happiest childhood memories.
      

      Theodora Pratt, the family matriarch and Frances’s sole living grandparent, had become a permanent fixture in Manchester as
         well. She’d moved from Ann Arbor, Michigan, after her husband died to the guest cottage at the edge of the property. Frances
         remembered well the two frenzied days she’d spent listening to her grandmother bark directions as she’d helped to unpack her
         eclectic possessions. Teddy’s collections of first editions and travel logs filled to overflowing the bookshelves in the sunken
         sitting room, and her Matelasse bedspreads brightened the two mildewed bedrooms. She remembered the sunny afternoon after
         they’d hung the last beveled mirror. They’d sat together in the screened-in porch, admiring the view of the harbor.
      

      “I get my independence without any of the troubles of home maintenance,” Teddy had remarked. “And it works for them. They
         get rent. Not much, but it’ll help with the taxes.” She’d raised her eyebrows and said nothing further. As Frances now reflected,
         she realized it was 
         the only reference to money she’d ever heard made by any of her Manchester relatives.
      

      It was hard to imagine that nearly five years had passed since that fall weekend. But hardly a Sunday came and went without
         Frances picking up the telephone to listen to her grandmother’s stories, the words rattling in her two-pack-a-day throat.
         At eighty-two, Teddy drove to lunch at the Singing Beach Club, played mah-jongg Tuesday afternoons, volunteered at the checkout
         desk of the local library, and walked her three dogs every day. The sight of her with her silver-handled walking stick and
         her pack of canines—an Irish terrier, a dachshund, and a one-eyed pit bull she’d adopted from the North Shore Animal Rescue
         League after reading about its fighting injuries in a local paper—had to be a source of constant amusement to the residents
         on her route. And she still gossiped. It hadn’t taken her long to know everything about everyone in Manchester-by-the-Sea.
      

      She often spoke of raising her two children alone because their father had spent much of his career in the Far East and she
         had refused to go. “I know my conduct was viewed as scandalous. My loyalty was questioned because I wouldn’t follow my husband
         to some tsetse fly–infested country with primitive sewers, but I wasn’t about to have my children educated abroad. Generations
         before me worked bloody hard to get to this country, and I intended to remain. Dick could do what he liked. He always did
         anyway,” she said, referring to her late husband. Frances remembered the note of pride in Teddy’s voice as she relayed her
         decision. An independent woman was a relatively rare commodity “in my day and age,” she liked to say.
      

      Frances thought now of the last time she’d seen any 
         one from the paternal side of her family. She’d been sitting by her father’s bed at New York University Medical Center when
         Adelaide entered the room unexpectedly, her hazel eyes and high cheekbones partially obscured by the oversize brim of a navy
         hat. Frances had been startled by her frailty, her tiny waist cinched by a leather belt and thin ankles covered in sheer black
         stockings. They’d embraced quickly, Adelaide gracing both her cheeks with the faintest of kisses. Then she’d removed her hat,
         approached her brother, and perched gently on the edge of his bed. Under the fluorescent hospital lights, the crow’s-feet
         surrounding her eyes and the deep lines in her forehead reflected her fifty-three years.
      

      Adelaide had taken Richard Pratt’s limp hand in her bony fingers. “My dearest, dearest Richard, I’m so sorry this happened
         to you,” she’d cooed with a particular emphasis on “you.” Frances thought she saw her father’s fingers move in response, a
         feeble gesture meant to reflect the affection he felt for his younger sister, but she hadn’t been sure. “Tell me,” Adelaide
         had continued without looking at Frances. “Tell me everything I need to know about what happened.”
      

      Frances hadn’t known how to respond. An intercerebral hemorrhagic stroke on the left side of his brain, a ruptured blood vessel,
         extensive bleeding in the brain tissue… The doctor’s words had echoed in her mind, but she’d had difficulty repeating them
         aloud. Instead, she’d stared blankly ahead, wishing her aunt would read her thoughts so that she could avoid articulating
         the diagnosis that condemned her father.
      

      “Never mind. What happened isn’t important. What will happen now is all that matters. Please forgive me. 
         We must look to the future,” Adelaide had reassured her as she’d moved toward her and gently wiped tears from Frances’s face
         with a slightly perfumed linen handkerchief. Frances hadn’t even realized she’d been crying, yet she could still remember
         the faint smell of tuberose, the feel of the cloth on her face. The gesture had seemed maternal, a tenderness that was foreign
         to Frances. She hadn’t wanted it to end.
      

      Now Hope Alexandra Lawrence, the only child of Bill and Adelaide’s marriage, was getting married.

      The telephone interrupted Frances’s reverie, and she reached to pick it up.

      “Fanny, it’s me,” Sam said. “Give me the date of that wedding again. I want to be sure we get a ferry reservation.”

      Typical Sam, Frances thought. Always efficient. The ferry from Orient Point to New London, Connecticut, the simplest way to
         get to New England from the easternmost tip of Long Island, was packed during the summer months, and a coveted spot on any
         weekend between Memorial and Labor Days had to be secured well in advance.
      

      “I’ll deal with it. It’s enough that you’ve agreed to come. Standing around in jacket and tie making small talk on a summer
         Saturday is not your idea of a great time.”
      

      “I’m honored that you want to take me,” Sam said with his usual humility. “Really I am. I’m hardly the one you should have
         on your arm for such an occasion.”
      

      “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      “You should be escorted by some guy who wears Porter’s lotion and suspenders, has two middle names, 
         and is a fourth-generation graduate of Groton. I’m just a potato farmer.” Sam paused. “But I’ll try to brush up on my stock
         market lingo and pretend I have a portfolio.” He lowered his voice and affected a lockjawed manner of speech. “Yukon Golds
         are my hot new commodity.”
      

      “Don’t be absurd,” Frances replied. “This is my cousin.”

      “That’s what I’m afraid of. Your family.”

      Frances thought for a moment. She wished his words were true, that she had been part of the Lawrence household instead of
         just a visiting relative, so distant that she’d needed a guest pass at the Manchester Field and Hunt Club in order to use
         the swimming pool. As an adolescent, she’d spent many hours fantasizing that there had been a mistake, that she’d actually
         been Adelaide’s daughter, or that her aunt would adopt her into the intact family. But fate had dealt her a different hand.
      

      “Actually, it’ll just be us. Dad can’t go,” Frances remarked, thinking of her father’s ever worsening condition. Missing his
         niece’s wedding wouldn’t help his already fragile emotional state. “And Blair’s baby is due the twenty-fifth. I doubt she’ll
         be able to travel,” she said, referring to her younger sister.
      

      “What about your mother?”

      “No,” Frances responded too quickly. Her parents had been divorced for more than thirty years, but that wasn’t the real reason
         her mother would stay away. She appreciated that Sam didn’t inquire further. He knew her well enough to know that if she wanted
         to explain, she would without any prompting from him.
      

      They were silent. Even so, Frances felt comfortable. They often spent time together without speaking. They 
         could read, sit in front of the fire with their own thoughts, or work in her garden without a word passing between them, but
         she never felt isolated or alone. Sam managed to put her at ease with his ability to share in her privacy.
      

      “How does vegetarian chili sound for dinner?”

      “Is that my only choice?”

      Sam laughed. “Aren’t we getting picky? I’ll see if I can come up with something else.”

      “Thanks. See you tonight.”

      “I love you,” Sam added just before the line went dead.

      Frances smiled to herself as she caught his words. Her romance with her widower neighbor had evolved after seven years of
         friendship, weekly Wednesday night bingo games, and many hours of gardening. Two misfits, perhaps, but they had a mutual adoration
         and a shared affection for her two dogs and a reclusive life. The small-town quietness of Orient on the North Fork of Long
         Island suited them both.
      

      In the grocery store parking lot the previous fall, Sam had first told her he loved her. Why here? Why now? “I figured if
         I could make a shopping plaza feel special, if you could feel swept away even amid bags of toilet paper and laundry detergent
         and dog biscuits, you’d trust me to fill the other parts of your life with romance.” Since that first time, Frances craved
         hearing him say the phrase, and he didn’t disappoint. He never ended a conversation or turned off the light at night without
         washing her with those words.
      

      She had assumed that the magnetism of his smile, his voice, and his touch would pass or that she’d discover a dark side, as
         she had with past relationships. But it 
         hadn’t happened. There were days when Sam seemed so kind that she asked herself whether he was a figment of her imagination,
         an idealized man whose sensitivity and insight she’d scripted in her mind. Wasn’t romance a predatory dance, a mixture of
         hunting and mating, hurting and courting, until one creature emerged the stronger and the other was destroyed? It wasn’t supposed
         to make you feel confident, was it? She wanted to relax, to feel safe in his embrace, to trust that nothing would change.
         But at moments her nerves flared. Was Sam really different?
      

      Frances checked the “will attend” line on the reply card, sealed it in its prestamped envelope, and tucked the various components
         of the wedding invitation away in her desk drawer. Then she turned her attention to a legal pad covered in handwritten notes.
         The almost illegible scrawl formed the outline for her lecture to area law enforcement on how to respond to, and handle, domestic
         abuse cases. As president of the Long Island Coalition Against Domestic Violence, a job she had accepted shortly after leaving
         the Suffolk County District Attorney’s Office, she regularly gave public awareness and educational seminars, and she could
         recite her key points by rote: how to take a thorough history from the victim, document physical injuries, obtain temporary
         restraining orders, and work through the morass of social services to determine what state-funded food, shelter, and other
         aid could be available. Occasionally, especially when the administrative responsibilities of her new job seemed overwhelming
         or she was forced to attend another fund-raising luncheon, she missed the adrenaline and excitement of constant court appearances,
         presentations before the grand jury, all the stages of investigations 
         and prosecutions of criminal cases. But most of the time she was satisfied. Although her work consumed her week and a good
         portion of her weekends as well, the coalition and its mission were causes she believed in. That made the bureaucratic headaches
         and long hours worthwhile.
      

      She made a note to herself in the margin: “Emphasize emotional abuse/psychological battery.” Police officers, prosecutors,
         and even judges needed a black eye before they were willing to intervene in personal matters, to punish a husband or a boyfriend
         for losing his temper, but there was more to domestic violence than bruises or blood. It was her job to explain that. Insults,
         verbal abuse, and threats could be just as frightening as a broken bone.
      

      The intercom buzzed and Frances heard her secretary’s nasal voice announce, “Kelly Slater is here to see you. She doesn’t
         have an appointment, but she says she’ll only take a minute of your time.”
      

      “Send her in,” Frances replied into the speaker box. She slipped her feet into the loafers under her desk, stood up, and tucked
         her gray blouse back into her pleated pants.
      

      The door opened slowly and Kelly stepped inside. Wearing tight mauve leggings, thin-soled canvas sneakers, and a T-shirt emblazoned
         with the New York Giants logo, she stood in the threshold with her arms crossed over her chest. “I’m sorry to bother you,”
         she said in a voice that was barely audible.
      

      “It’s good to see you.” Frances extended a hand in greeting. Then she pushed a stack of coalition brochures onto the floor
         and indicated a chair. “Please have a seat.”
      

      “That’s okay. I can’t stay long.” Kelly averted her 
         gaze. Her stringy black hair, parted in the middle, looked wet, and her skin hung loose around her jaw.
      

      “You’ve lost so much weight!” Frances said in surprise. Although she knew it was none of her business, the difference in Kelly’s
         appearance was dramatic. “I hadn’t realized it had been so long since we’d seen each other.”
      

      “Eight and a half months.” At that time, Kelly had been so heavy that, after one meeting, the folding armchair had stuck to
         her hips when she stood up. Now her frame had shrunk beneath its dermal covering. “I’ve dropped over a hundred pounds. I didn’t
         know there was a smaller me inside,” Kelly added.
      

      “Smaller maybe. But no less courageous.”

      Kelly forced a smile and then cleared her throat. “I thought I owed you an explanation,” she almost whispered.

      “For what?”

      She hesitated before answering. “I’ve gone home. Matt and I are back together.”

      Frances barely contained her gasp. It wasn’t possible.

      Kelly had been a client of the coalition’s for years before Frances ever met her. Her husband’s violence went unpunished because
         she’d distrusted the young lawyer initially assigned to her case. Coalition lawyers fit a definite mold: fresh-faced women,
         mostly graduates of Fordham or Brooklyn Law School, who were willing to work for a meager salary because they felt they could
         make a difference but were naive about the workings of the courthouse and unable to withstand the aggressive persistence of
         defense attorneys. Kelly’s lawyer had been no different. Without the constant buttressing she needed, each time the date came
         for a hearing 
         on her application for a restraining order, Matt’s intimidation prevailed, Kelly backed down, and the case had been dropped.
      

      As the new president of the coalition, Frances had intervened when Kelly’s husband broke her collarbone against a newel post
         and pushed her down the stairs. Perhaps Kelly had been impressed by her twelve years of experience as a prosecutor. Or perhaps
         it was the countless conversations over cups of coffee at a remote diner that finally won her confidence. But Frances had
         attributed her willingness to proceed to the evening Matt’s temper turned on their daughter, Cordelia, a nine-year-old with
         a heart-shaped face, auburn pigtails, and a bucktoothed smile.
      

      “That was no spanking,” Kelly had whispered over the telephone. “I knew from the look in his eyes. He wanted to hurt her.
         Hurt her bad. How could anyone do—” She’d broken off and started to cry. “Cordie’s just a little girl. Worst thing she’s ever
         done is spill cranberry juice on the carpet. If you’d seen her face, her tears.” There was silence as she’d composed herself.
         “She doesn’t deserve this.”
      

      You don’t either, Frances had wanted to say, but she’d known the words were pointless. All the encouragement in the world couldn’t give Kelly
         the self-esteem she lacked. As long as something finally mattered enough to compel her to leave, she’d be safe. And that was
         the goal.
      

      Several weeks and dozens of telephone calls later, she’d finally agreed to proceed. After obtaining the necessary restraining
         order, Frances, Kelly, and a police escort had hurried to Kelly’s house in Riverhead. Frances remembered the apparent normalcy
         of the ranch-style 
         home with its painted mailbox, automatic garage door opener, satellite dish, and balloon valences in every window. As Cordelia
         waited in the back of the cruiser with a female officer who’d been dispatched to pick her up from school, Frances shoved toiletries,
         clothes, photograph albums, toys, and, at Kelly’s insistence, her wedding dress into garbage bags while her husband stood
         in the corner next to a framed embroidery of the Twenty-third Psalm. As Matt ranted, Frances couldn’t help but notice the
         blue-scripted letters beside him: The Lord is my Shepherd, I shall not want…
      

      “Who the fuck do you think you are?” he screamed. “You can’t even see your feet over that fat. You’ll never find anyone else.
         No one wants a moose.” When he got no response, his tone softened momentarily, and he begged her to return.
      

      “You’re doing the right thing,” Frances said under her breath to Kelly, who stood immobile beside her.

      “Shut up, you bitch,” he snapped. “Stay out of my life.”

      Looking at Kelly’s tearstained face and trembling body that day, Frances wanted to confront Matt, but she forced herself to
         stay quiet. There was no point in arguing the merits of a wife’s departure with the husband who beat her.
      

      The counselors and social workers got Kelly and her daughter settled in an apartment. Nothing fancy, but they were safe in
         a one-room studio. Cordelia enrolled in a new school district, and Kelly got a job, an assistant at a day care center. She
         had always loved children.
      

      “I… I… we’re in counseling…,” Kelly stammered, now seeming anxious to avoid her gaze.

      Frances knew from experience that battered women 
         often returned to the men who abused them. Despite her fear, the relationship was familiar, and the known held a powerful
         attraction. Once the particular cranial paths got imprinted, the recurring behavior was reassuring, even if frightening. Such
         relapses, the principal reason that many of the coalition lawyers and volunteers left in frustration for less emotional work,
         enraged Frances and fueled her determination to broaden the coalition’s reach. But she had never expected Kelly to be one
         of the many who went back. Not after all her struggles.
      

      “Well… let’s just say there’s a lot I’m coming to learn about myself. I didn’t think I could make Matt happy, but I was wrong.
         I was just going about it the wrong way. Things are better. Really. He’s changed.”
      

      “I hope so. For your sake.” Her voice was flat. “And Cordelia’s, too.”

      Kelly’s gaze seemed to stare past Frances and out the window beyond. “She’d surprise you, how grown-up she’s getting—almost
         an adolescent. But she needs a daddy. And Matt loves her. He says that to me over and over, you know, that the hardest part
         for him of my going away was not being able to be with her. He wants to take care of us both.”
      

      “You can take care of yourself. You’ve got options, other possib—”

      “I don’t want you to think it wasn’t my choice,” Kelly interrupted.

      Frances rested a hand on her shoulder. She knew Kelly could sense her disapproval and wished she could be supportive, but
         it was impossible under these circumstances. Kelly had a master’s in English literature, a family in Minnesota who would take
         care of her and her daughter if she returned home. But that wasn’t enough 
         to offset Matt’s pleas, his promises. He had seduced her yet again, and Frances would have to steel herself for the call late
         some Sunday night, a call that could be days or even years away, but one that would be inevitable: Kelly is hospitalized.
         Or dead.
      

      “Our door is always open if you need anything,” Frances said. “Just remember that. Anything at all.”

      “I won’t need it. This time I’m sure.” She paused for a moment, seemingly uncertain whether to continue. “But thanks. I appreciate
         all you’ve done.” She nodded quickly before turning to leave.
      

      Frances watched the door shut. Please let her survive, she thought. And spare Cordelia, too.
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         Hope Lawrence poked at the mound of tunafish salad with one prong of her silver fork. The heavy sterling was Tiffany’s Hamilton,
         the same pattern she had chosen for her bridal registry. “It’s important to pick something classic,” her mother, Adelaide,
         had advised as they’d stood in front of the velvet-lined glass tables studying place settings. Although she rarely followed
         maternal advice, Hamilton seemed a good choice.
      

      She stared at the pinkish lump in the middle of the gold-rimmed plate. Rather than replace the more informal Spode china that
         had broken over the years, her mother now used her wedding service at every meal, and the gilt was already starting to wear
         off. Using luncheon china that had to be hand-washed seemed ridiculous, but it wasn’t her problem. Kathleen, the plump, uniformed
         cook who had lived with the Lawrences for as long as Hope could remember, cleaned up.
      

      “Please eat something.”

      Hope looked up and met her mother’s worried gaze. 
         “I’m not hungry.” Why did her mother insist that so much mayonnaise be added? If she ate it, it would be more calories than
         she should consume in an entire day. No number of treadmill miles would make up for that amount of fat. She ran her fingers
         along her side, feeling the spandex of her black bodysuit, and counted her protruding ribs.
      

      Hope’s eyes wandered to stare at the portrait of Adelaide Lawrence that hung on the wall behind her. Painted years earlier,
         it depicted her mother on a damask settee, her fingers interlaced in her lap, her ankles crossed demurely, and her knees together
         pointing to one side. A large bouquet of peach roses in a cobalt vase was positioned on a table beside her. The setting seemed
         contrived, but the image served its purpose. No one would forget that her mother had been a beautiful woman.
      

      “You’re going to make yourself sick,” Adelaide murmured. “Again.”

      “It’s not like that,” Hope lied, recalling the night before. She had locked the bathroom door, turned the hot water of the
         shower faucet on full blast, removed the filter on the drain, and, as the steam filled the room, repeatedly jammed her fingers
         down her throat. Chunks of partially digested pasta and tomatoes spilled out and disappeared down the pipe, pushed along by
         the scalding water. Her nails scraped the roof of her mouth as she persisted until all that came up was bloody bile. Her throat
         still burned from her purge.
      

      Adelaide rested her silverware against the left side of her plate and reached for her daughter’s hand. “Darling, I know you’re
         nervous. Everyone is. But you’ll be a beautiful bride. It will be a wonderful wedding. I 
         promise.” She opened her eyes expectantly. “This is what you want, isn’t it?”
      

      Hope didn’t know how to answer. She had no doubt that Jack Cabot would make a good husband. He was that kind of person: reliable,
         kind, protective. She had known him since childhood. They’d attended sports group together at the Field and Hunt Club and
         won the twelve-and-under mixed doubles tennis tournament. Although she didn’t sail, she’d often go down to the dock of the
         Yacht Club to watch him race in C class on Saturday afternoons. They’d dated since Jack’s senior year at Groton, when she’d
         written copious letters in an effort to make the distance between Manchester and his boarding school disappear. She’d driven
         to watch his lacrosse games and felt filled with adoration when, after the clock had run, he’d scan the crowd, searching for
         her in the stands. She’d liked the way he looked with his sweaty jersey and black smudges of sunblock under his eyes, and
         she’d sometimes hesitated before running down the bleachers into his arms so that she could just watch him, his tall frame
         and muscular thighs. After his games, she’d snuck into his dorm room and then lain perfectly still as they’d made love in
         his narrow twin bed.
      

      She had gone to Pomona to be near him at college, had sat with his family at his graduation from the University of Southern
         California, and even then had been treated like the daughter-in-law she would soon be. Jack’s mother, Fiona, invited her to
         go shopping in Boston or to matinee performances at the Wang Center and had sponsored her for membership in the Daughters
         of the Mayflower Society.
      

      Even during their two-year breakup, she knew this 
         marriage was her fate. It was the virtuous course for her life to take. Jack was good and honest, and he made her feel that
         way, too. Their courtship had the support of both families. The Cabots and the Lawrences were social friends, members of the
         Field and Hunt Club, and parishioners at the Church of the Holy Spirit. Fiona Cabot and Adelaide Lawrence co-chaired the New
         England Horticultural Society’s annual flower show. The Cabots invited them on vacations skiing in Waterville Valley, snorkeling
         at Leyford Cay, and, most recently, watching Jack play polo at Palermo in Buenos Aires. When Jack finally proposed, the families
         had toasted with a magnum of Taittinger and talk of two birds of a feather.
      

      With her right hand, she twirled the brilliant-cut diamond on her left finger. Her engagement ring had been exactly what she
         wanted: four carats, a platinum setting, all wrapped in a velvet box from Shreve, Crump and Low. A ring everybody noticed.
         But despite the seemingly perfect union, she felt hesitant. She needed to isolate certain feelings, relegate them to a place
         deep within her where they couldn’t resurface, and all would be fine. She’d be the proper wife she wanted to be. She knew
         Jack was her way out of her past, and she wanted that salvation. But she couldn’t deny that the thought of life as Mrs. John
         James Cabot III made her shudder.
      

      Adelaide appeared to take her daughter’s silence as assent. Because her mother rarely pushed to find out what lay behind the
         failure to respond or what might be the import of an omission, Hope never had to disagree. Nor did she have to be totally
         honest. Silence was easier when the chasm between them was so enormous that 
         it was impossible to bridge. Words were a waste of breath.
      

      Adjusting her reading glasses on her thin nose, Adelaide reached for a typewritten sheet of paper next to her. “The band is
         confirmed. It’ll be five-piece rather than seven-, but the woman I spoke to assured me we wouldn’t hear the difference. Bess
         from Artistry in Flowers comes tomorrow at nine to finalize table arrangements and your bouquet. I’ve decided to go ahead
         with a sprinkling of baby’s breath in the centerpieces to make them fuller, but don’t worry. The overall effect is still roses.”
         She furrowed her brow. “Do you want to ask Reverend Whitney to join in the discussion of the altar flowers?”
      

      Hope glanced at the grandfather clock against the wall. The midday sun shone on its mahogany case. She liked the metronome
         regularity of its tick and the hourly chime, a surprisingly sweet, delicate sound. Twelve fifty-five. In five minutes, its
         tone would fill the dining room.
      

      “Well, I can call him if you don’t want to.”

      Through the open window, Hope heard the sound of a motorboat in the distance, the steady purr of its engine as it made its
         way out of the harbor. Living by the water meant constant noise: foghorns, masts clanging as sailboats rocked on their moorings,
         bells on the buoys that marked the entrance to the harbor ringing with the ebb and flow of the tide, the caw of seagulls as
         they fought over mussels, bumpers squeaking as the Lawrences’ dinghy grinded against the side of their pier. Although activity
         on the sea increased dramatically in the summer, fishermen and an occasional brave yachtsman kept the Manchester harbor alive
         year-round.
      

      
         “Come to think of it,” Adelaide continued, “I think we should get his opinion. It’s his church after all.”
      

      Hope nodded. She needed to speak to Reverend Whitney, in fact had made plans to meet with him in his office later that afternoon,
         but it was not to discuss flowers. She needed advice. Desperately. More often than not, especially in recent months, she felt
         that only Reverend Whitney could provide answers to the myriad questions that spun in her mind. He was the one person with
         whom she felt safe to talk, the only person she could trust. He’d heard her confessions and tried to help her come to terms
         with her past. He’d promised that through faith she could be protected. With few options that could begin to offer as much,
         she was more than willing to make the church the center of her life. As long as she had that, she felt safe.
      

      She rubbed her thumb in circles against her protruding hipbone and felt calmer.

      “Teddy wants to give you a bridal lunch on the eighteenth. At the beach club, I’d assume. You should let her know if you want
         anyone in addition to bridesmaids and family.”
      

      “It’s really—” Hope began.

      “Teddy just wants to feel a part of the celebration. Let her do it. We have to have lunch somewhere.”

      Hope didn’t reply. The last thing she wanted moments before her wedding was to sit under a faded umbrella at the Singing Beach
         Club, the bastion of octogenarians on the North Shore, eating petit fours with her grandmother. She loved Teddy and would
         forever be indebted to her. She’d maintained secrets that no one else in her world would have, but now Hope couldn’t take
         the risk 
         that, given an audience, Teddy might be less than discreet. Not with the wedding so close.
      

      “Oh, we have to get to Boston on Friday. Priscilla’s called. Your dress is ready for a second fitting. What time is good?”

      “You decide.”

      Adelaide leaned forward and removed her glasses. “Your affect has not gone unnoticed.” Then her voice softened. “Please, Hope,
         tell me what’s wrong. I’m your mother after all.”
      

      A mother, she thought. What did that even mean to Adelaide? Hope didn’t know how to respond and fought to avoid tears. She
         had wanted her wedding preparations, the plans, to bring them closer together, to give mother and daughter a chance to bond
         over the right registry selections, bridesmaids’ dresses, and corsages. In fact, the promise of such an opportunity was the
         primary reason she had agreed to a large celebration at home. Instead, she couldn’t generate interest in what was supposed
         to be the most important day of her life, and her mother’s obsession with details that meant nothing to her only made her
         feel more estranged, isolated from the process. She envisioned herself as a plastic bride atop a seven-tiered white cake with
         ribbons of pink frosting and flowers: perfect to look at, but devoid of emotion.
      

      She wished she could confront her mother, but each time she thought to start a conversation, the words disappeared. There
         was nothing to say after so many years and all that had happened. If her mother couldn’t already understand, nothing she said
         would make a difference. She hated herself. “It’s nothing. I just meant that whatever suits you is fine by me.”
      

      
         Adelaide made a note to herself. “Let’s say ten o’clock.” She rested a palm over her daughter’s hand. “I’ve got bridge at
         Bonnie’s house today, but if you need me, I’ll cancel. I want you to know I’m here for you.”
      

      Right. Why would you want that now, when you’ve never been there before? she thought, but instead she said, “I’m fine. Really.
         You don’t need to worry.” Hope excused herself with the flash of a reassuring smile. She felt consumed by an overwhelming
         urge to vomit the two crackers and carrot stick she had eaten in a moment of weakness. Whether she could get them to come
         out after fifteen minutes in her system, or whether the crackers were already digested, she didn’t know. But she would try.
      

   
      [image: art]

      3

      
         Jim Cabot stepped back from the rope barrier as the eight horses thundered down the polo field, kicking up grass and mud in
         their wake. The sound of hooves was deafening. A chestnut collided with a dappled gray, and he watched its rider in a green-and-red
         jersey tilt precariously in his saddle in an effort to remain mounted. The horses foamed at their bits. Sweat glistened on
         their immaculate coats.
      

      He scanned the crowd, recognizing the usual suspects: Robert Harrington Sr. wearing a Field and Hunt Club visor and a yellow
         cashmere V-neck sweater stood beside his lovely blond wife, number four she was, although in Robert’s defense, his third wife
         had left him for their landscape architect. That she had ended up with the house seemed a travesty, but the probate courts
         were tough on men. Next to the Harringtons stood Bunny and Cliff Taylor, she in oversize dark glasses. Their continued involvement
         with the polo circuit surprised him, given that their eldest son had been killed playing the 
         sport less than three years earlier by a mallet to the head. An Argentine defenseman had been responsible. No surprise. The
         South Americans were known for their aggressive game. And there was Ray Burgess. He had to be ninety. Rain or shine, he showed
         up to watch the excitement with his frayed green-and-white-striped folding chair and his shaker of martinis.
      

      Jim returned his gaze to the action in front of him. He heard the crack of a mallet against the wooden ball, followed almost
         instantly by a similar sound. The ball was intercepted, the direction abruptly reversed, and the players galloped toward the
         opposite goalposts nearly three hundred yards away. For a moment, the noise subsided. But Jim had seen enough polo matches
         to know that any silence was fleeting. Within seconds, the enormous beasts and their athletic riders would reappear before
         him.
      

      He wiped at the dirt that speckled his Nantucket-red pants.

      Jack, his only child, had been playing amateur polo since high school, then played competitively at USC. The University of
         Southern California had one of the best college teams in the country and plenty of practice time, given the near perfect weather.
         Jack thrived. He had a natural gift for the game, loved the animals, and lived for the excitement. By the time he graduated,
         he’d earned a handicap of six, placing him in an elite group of top-ranked players in the United States and making his career
         preordained. Negotiations were under way with a reclusive Texan to make Jack field captain of his team. Jack was twenty-nine;
         it was time he made the transition from amateur to professional.
      

      Although the cost of polo was enormous, Jim took 
         no small pride in the fact that for his son it was not prohibitive. Jack had trained eight Thoroughbreds into some of the
         best horses in the sport, and Jim paid upward of a hundred thousand a year to cover their feed, veterinary bills, and transportation,
         plus the salary of a full-time groomer and additional trainer. Winnings would start to defray some of the costs, but that
         didn’t matter. There was enough money in various trusts to insure that he could play polo until he was too old to mount. Unless,
         of course, Jack and Hope’s marriage ended in divorce.
      

      Jim reached into his pocket and removed his key ring, a silver horse hoof. He twirled the keys in his hand, thinking for a
         moment. He was proud of the money he’d earned for his family. In the last thirty years, he’d converted a small inheritance
         into a net worth of more than $20 million by investing in alternative energy sources. Now he had several plants in Nevada
         and Colorado, as well as the largest fossil fuel production center in the Northeast.
      

      His financial statement looked good, great by most standards. And it was no small accomplishment for a man who could have
         lived comfortably with no effort at all. His drive, ambition, and discipline, plus his desire to see future generations of
         his family secure, had been the reason he’d worked fifteen-hour days, often six days a week. Yet he’d achieved what he’d set
         out to do. He’d become a power. He’d made the cover of the Boston Globe’s business section several times, was continuously in Boston magazine’s list of most powerful people, and served on the board of several prominent philanthropies. His reward to himself
         was a fifty-nine-foot Hinckley, the Lucky Day, big enough to be impressive in the harbor 
         but small enough for him to maneuver himself without a crew.
      

      He’d made only one mistake, but its ramifications seemed increasingly severe as August 18 approached. In providing for future
         generations of Cabots, he’d established a series of irrevocable trusts. The income went to Jack and the principal to “the
         issue of his body,” his children. It was a complex legal framework, one that had cost nearly $40,000 in legal fees to implement,
         but it had seemed like a good idea at the time to minimize future estate taxes. The problem that nobody had anticipated when
         the documents had been created more than a decade earlier was that if Jack’s marriage didn’t survive, some bottom-feeding
         attorney could extract half the income for Hope.
      

      These legal creations couldn’t be modified. Jim’s rage at Lloyd Barrett, his lawyer and adviser, who’d represented him in
         all his personal and corporate legal work for his entire career, his demands for a solution, his hours of angry telephone
         calls over the last few weeks, reminding Lloyd that he was the firm’s best client, couldn’t change the law. The whole point
         of an irrevocable trust was that it was irrevocable. The only possible protection was a prenuptial agreement, a contract signed
         by Hope relinquishing any claims to those assets. It seemed reasonable. Why was she entitled to his hard-earned money if she
         wasn’t a Cabot? But Jim knew about greed. When money lust was involved, anything could happen.
      

      Jim saw the blue-and-gold number three jersey worn by his son heading back down the field. The sun shone off the black coat
         of Deliver Me, Jack’s greenest horse, whose agility and strength gave her every sign of becoming a champion polo pony. Jack
         raised his mallet 
         and whacked again at the ball, driving it in front of him. With his left hand he held the reins, managing to steer his horse
         by the pressure of his strong thighs on its hide. A defenseman charged but failed to hook Jack’s mallet because of Deliver
         Me’s quick dart left. The crowed cheered as Jack and his mare flew past toward the goalposts. Jim thought he could see panic
         on the goal player’s face, although from this distance, it had to be his imagination. A final hit, and the ball crossed the
         line.
      

      The horn blew to announce the end of the chukkar. The game was over. Jack’s team had another triumph, a boost to their confidence
         as they headed into the Hurling Ham season. Moments like this made Jim love even more the mountains of money he’d made.
      

      Jack had dismounted and handed Deliver Me’s reins to Ben, his trusty groomer and faithful employee. Ben would lead her back
         to the trailer, remove her tackle, wash her down, and get her settled for the short trip home. Jack took off his helmet, tossed
         his head back, stuck his crop in the side of his leather boots, and headed toward his father. Jim smiled as he watched Jack’s
         easy gait, arms swinging from his broad shoulders and leg muscles showing through his tight jodhpurs. His son was a near perfect
         specimen.
      

      So why had he picked so poorly? Hope wasn’t the sort to marry. She couldn’t be controlled. Jim was not about to risk losing
         his empire because of that girl.
      

      “Great game,” Jim remarked as his son approached. “Deliver Me looks awfully strong.”

      “She’s responding well. Seems to have a sixth sense,” Jack replied. His breathing was heavy, and he wiped a handkerchief across
         his brow. “Hotter than I thought it would be out there.”
      

      
         Jim rested his hand on his son’s shoulder. “We’ve got to talk. And it’s not a conversation I wanted to have at home.” He paused.
         “Your mother is not part of this discussion.”
      

      “Shoot.”

      Jim started walking slowly away from the crowd, and Jack fell into stride. Whenever there was anything of import to discuss,
         father and son tended to walk and talk. They were both athletic, and words flowed easier when accompanied by physical movement.
      

      “I’m happy for you that you’ve fallen in love,” Jim began. “The Lawrences are an old North Shore family. Bill’s a decent guy.
         But—”
      

      “Dad, don’t—”

      “Let me finish,” Jim interrupted. “You need to understand that a life with Hope won’t be easy. She’s not the simplest of women.”

      “I don’t know what you mean.”

      “I think you do, son. Her troubles didn’t start yesterday.”

      “Whatever problems Hope may have had, they’re over. She’s better.”

      “I’m not here to judge. My point is only that if you go through with this marriage, which I realize you are going to do, you
         need to open your eyes to potential pitfalls, or should I say land mines. You don’t need me to tell you that marriage can
         be tough, even under the best of circumstances. Your mother and I have had our share of ups and downs, though she’s one of
         the most pragmatic and organized women I know. Don’t misunderstand me. I’ve never contemplated leaving her. She is a good
         wife and puts her family first. She keeps herself attractive and takes care of our home. Her values 
         and mine are completely in line. I couldn’t ask for anything more, yet we still go through bad patches from time to time.”
      

      “Hope and I are very close. I love her, Dad.”

      “I know you do. And I’m not trying to convince you not to.” He was a father after all and not a stupid man. Guiding his son’s
         emotional arrow was doomed to failure. But he could remind Jack of practicalities. “Lloyd says he hasn’t heard from you about
         the prenuptial.”
      

      “That’s right.”

      “I thought you’d agreed to speak to him.”

      “Well, I did, but I changed my mind.”

      “We had an agreement.”

      “You had something that you wanted me to agree with. But I don’t. I’m not going to enter into my marriage anticipating problems
         in the event of divorce. I trust Hope. I want things to work, forever, and I’m not going to ask her to sign anything.”
      

      “Too much money’s at stake.” Jim felt sweat start to form at the back of his neck, his body’s typical response to stress.
         He resisted the urge to wipe it away.
      

      “But it’s my money.”

      “It’s yours only because I gave it to you.”

      “But it’s irrevocable. You know the terms better than I do.”

      “Don’t you dare throw that in my face, young man. Anything can be changed,” he lied. “You’ll end up with nothing, so I suggest
         you listen and listen well. You have to think about preserving Cabot assets for future generations. Your lineage.”
      

      Jack stopped abruptly and turned on his heels to face his father. Jim could see his face redden. When he spoke, his words
         were flat, a tone he’d never heard before from 
         his son. “Dad, nothing you can do or say is going to make me change my mind. Asking Hope to sign some stupid piece of paper
         is repulsive. I won’t enter my marriage distrusting her so much. I won’t hurt her by asking for a prenuptial. You may be pessimistic
         about our future, but I’m not.”
      

      “I’m trying to impart to you that you have an obligation to this family. She doesn’t have the kind of money you do. The Lawrences
         put up a good front, but you know as well as I do that their situation isn’t what it appears. Look at the condition of that
         house. They’re thrilled their daughter’s about to become a Cabot, as anyone in this whole town would be.”
      

      “They’re thrilled because Hope’s happy.”

      “Don’t be naive. That you’re there to pay for a new shingled roof doesn’t hurt.”

      “Adelaide and Bill are good people.”

      “Everyone has ulterior motives.”

      “Hope and I are going to be happy. Just stay out of it.”

      “How can I? Her conduct has… is…,” he stammered. Even he couldn’t find the right words to describe how loathsome he found
         her reputation, at least her sexual one. “And what about Carl?”
      

      “That’s over between them.”

      “So you think. But Hope threw that man in your face. You may be willing to forgive her, but it was reprehensible. And that
         relationship didn’t end when you thought it had, so you can’t know for certain it’s over now.”
      

      “Hope wants to be my wife.”

      “As long as she stays that way, she’ll be protected and included as one of our own. But if things change, 
         you, son, have to remember that you’re a Cabot first and foremost.”
      

      “I’m not having this conversation. I’ve made up my mind.”

      “Don’t do this.”

      “No, Dad. Don’t you do this!” With that, Jack pulled the riding crop from the side of his boot and whacked his heel.
      

      Jim felt rage explode with the sudden snapping sound. Instinctively, he reached for his son’s wrist and held it firm, feeling
         the pulse. He squeezed tighter, indifferent to the pain his grip caused. It was no small source of pride that even at the
         age of fifty-six, he was stronger than his son. That’s what fifty one-armed push-ups, a hundred sit-ups, and a three-mile
         jog every morning did for him. Discipline, that’s what mattered.
      

      “You’ve forced me to interfere. Hope is going to sign a prenuptial if it’s the last thing she does. I won’t have this wedding
         without it. If you can’t learn to be a man, if you can’t get your woman to do what you demand, you have no business being
         entrusted with Cabot wealth. She has to respect us. All of us.”
      

      Jack twisted his wrist, and Jim eased his hold. He looked at his son’s face and thought he recognized the faintest sign of
         fear. There was something in his eyes, slightly wider than usual and possibly rimmed with tears. He hadn’t wanted to threaten
         his son, that hadn’t been his agenda when he’d set out this morning, but Jack’s stubbornness left him no choice. Just like
         the friskiest foal, he needed to be broken. Jim had to establish that he was still head of the family. He was the dominant
         male. Jack could be the pride of his life, but that didn’t mean he could be in control.
      

      
         Jack dropped his head to divert his gaze. He had looked away first.
      

      “Talk to Lloyd tomorrow. If you have any problems with Hope, you let me know. I’ll take care of her.”

      As he walked away, Jim didn’t have to look back to know that Jack remained standing where he’d left him.
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         Bill Lawrence slowed his navy blue Mercedes to nearly a stop in order to read the street numbers off the row of crooked mailboxes:
         10, 10A, 10B, 12, 14A through 14F, the dented tin boxes snuggled as close together as the dilapidated houses to which they
         purported to correspond. He gazed across the street. On one porch, an elderly woman wearing orange fuzzy slippers and a brass-buttoned
         housecoat shifted in her La-Z-Boy recliner to stare suspiciously at him. Then, apparently uninterested, she returned to her
         crocheting.
      

      Frustrated, Bill pulled over to the side of the road, turned off his engine, and stepped out onto the hot pavement. He shielded
         his eyes from the sun with his right hand as he scanned the houses, three-family homes that differed little except for the
         amount of peel in the exterior paint and the degree of sag in the small balconies. Thank God Hope changed her mind, he thought.
         Or she could be living here. He tried not to imagine his youngest daughter as the wife of Carl LeFleur, a lobsterman with
         a future as 
         bright as ebony. Although this working-class section of Gloucester at the tip of Cape Ann couldn’t technically be called squalid,
         it was far from what a father would want for his little girl, and literally and figuratively miles away from the environment
         that Jack could provide.
      

      Bill had visited Carl once before, but now in the bright daylight he didn’t recognize the house. The previous time he’d had
         a police escort. Although Hope had been twenty-five and legally able to do as she pleased, the uniformed officers at the Gloucester
         station hadn’t questioned his story that his daughter had run away. An infatuation with an older man, he’d explained. She’d
         lost her head and needed to be brought home before it was too late. He hadn’t had to explain his fear that his daughter would
         disappear into a world of lobster traps and Budweiser beer with a forty-three-year-old ne’er-do-well who had nothing to show
         for his life but the contents of a second-floor walk-up, a rental at that. When they’d arrived at his apartment, Carl had
         opened the door without hesitation or resistance. Hope, fully dressed, had been sitting cross-legged in front of a Scrabble
         board. It was she who had become hysterical when her father had asked her to leave. He’d ended up carrying her out crying,
         her long, thin legs flailing about.
      

      Had Hope heeded his instruction never to return? He would be the last to know.

      “Bill Lawrence?” He heard a voice call from behind him and turned to see Carl on the second-story balcony of a red clapboard
         house. He was bare-chested, and his prominent biceps and pectoral muscles flexed as he leaned against the railing. “You looking
         for me?”
      

      Bill cleared his throat. Even though he had driven nearly thirty minutes in weekend traffic in order to talk 
         to Carl, his sudden presence was unnerving. How had he known of his arrival?
      

      As if reading his mind, Carl nodded toward the Mercedes. “Not many of those around here. Even if it is twenty years old.”

      He would have traded in his 1982 automobile if he could’ve afforded a newer model, but the diesel engine still hummed. Only
         the leather interior had needed repair after the first hundred thousand miles. “I tried to call first, but your line was disconnected.”
      

      Carl half smiled. “That’s what happens.”

      “Could I come up for a moment?” When Carl didn’t respond, Bill added, “Or could you come down? There’s something we need to
         discuss, and I would rather not do it like this.”
      

      “If you can make it up the stairs, I’m all ears.”

      “Fine,” Bill said, deciding to ignore the obvious insult. He opened his car door and reached in to remove the keys. As he
         did, he wondered for the hundredth time whether he should just walk away. But he didn’t want anything to interfere with Hope’s
         future.
      

      The lock on the front door was missing, and the door swung open with the slightest push. The stairwell smelled of fish and
         onions, an oppressive odor in the heat. He held on to the handrail as he ascended, feeling the pain of the effort in his right
         hip. Thus far, he’d been able to live with the growing incapacitation of his arthritis, a slowly debilitating condition that
         all started from a hip fracture playing fives when he was in the tenth form at Groton. Adelaide had done her best to accommodate
         him. She’d moved their master bedroom and his study downstairs, compromising the water view considerably, bought him a golf
         cart with a beige canopy to get around 
         their extensive property, and instructed Kathleen to make lime Jell-O with aspartame until he’d lost the twenty extra pounds
         he’d carried. But despite her best efforts, he wouldn’t be able to postpone forever the surgery he needed for a total hip
         replacement.
      

      “I was expecting you to show up one of these days,” Carl said from where he stood, leaning against the door frame. He had
         a slight lisp, and saliva shot through the gap in his front teeth when he spoke. With one hand he rubbed his head with a striped
         towel to dry his thick brown curls. His khakis hung low on his narrow hips, revealing the elastic of his underwear around
         his waist. Calvin Klein, Bill noticed. Designer briefs. He shuddered to think that they might be a present from his daughter.
      

      Bill extended a hand. “Nice to see you,” he said.

      Carl laughed, then stepped away from the door to allow him to pass through. Inside, the room was exactly how he had remembered
         it when he had come to retrieve Hope nearly eighteen months before. Two couches covered in batik fabric straddled a single
         window. In one corner was a square table holding stacks of well-worn books and a vase of daisies. Fishing paraphernalia—lures,
         a buoy, several oversize rusted hooks, a large whale’s tooth, and several smaller shark’s teeth—filled a corner hutch. An
         assortment of colorful porcelain pitchers lined the floor along one wall. The domesticity seemed odd, almost feminine.
      

      Carl indicated for him to sit and offered him something to drink, which he declined. “Suit yourself,” Carl said.

      “Let’s cut to the chase,” Bill began, crossing his arms in front of him. “I assume since Hope is about to be 
         married, we can get this matter resolved quickly. She doesn’t need you stirring up trouble.”
      

      Carl raised one eyebrow in seeming bemusement. His casual ease, his indifference, made Bill all the more uncomfortable.

      “Is that what you consider me? A troublemaker? That’s quite a statement coming from you, old man.” Carl laughed again, but
         the sound was sinister, not humorous. He walked to the refrigerator, opened it, removed a bottle of orange juice, and unscrewed
         the cap. His tanned biceps flexed as he tilted the bottle and drank for what seemed like several seconds. Bill watched his
         Adam’s apple move back and forth along his arched throat.
      

      “Look, I’m not here to point fingers. All I’m asking is that you recognize that her life is taking a different turn. You mustn’t
         contact her. No calls. No visits. It only complicates matters. Hope’s vulnerable, susceptible to influence. Your influence,” he said with particular emphasis, although he wondered whether, in an effort to make his point, he was actually
         empowering Carl in a manner he hadn’t intended. “You both need to recognize that you’ve gone your separate ways.”
      

      “Thanks to you.”

      “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      Carl’s gaze seemed to lock on Bill. “I should be waiting at the end of the aisle. That’s what Hope wants. You know that, too,
         or you wouldn’t be here.”
      

      “Don’t be absurd. Hope is very happy with Jack, I assure you. You and she had… had…” He stumbled over his words. “Very little
         in common.”
      

      “Because I’m older? Because I’m Portuguese? You’re as big a prick as she said.” Bill’s surprise must have 
         shown on his face, because Carl laughed. “Don’t think I don’t know how much your little girl despises you.”
      

      What had Hope told him? He shut his eyes for a moment, trying to remain calm. Even as the smallest child, she’d known exactly
         how to make him angry, but the difficulties between him and his daughter had been resolved. He’d taken his share of responsibility
         and extended his share of forgiveness. They had a good relationship now, as good as any father could have with a daughter.
         “Her marriage is a fait accompli.”

      “I’d be surprised.”

      Bill hadn’t realized he was squinting from the sun filling the room until Carl moved to the window and drew the blind. As
         he did, Bill watched, recalling the first time he’d ever seen this mysterious, off-putting man. It had been a lazy fall afternoon.
         He’d stayed at the club drinking Bloody Marys after his round of golf, then returned home looking forward to a night of outdoor
         grilling—a porterhouse steak and corn on the cob. He’d pulled in the driveway only to see Carl and Hope sharing a chaise longue
         on the flagstone patio. Hope was asleep, her head tucked into Carl’s armpit, her thin leg draped over his, her bare arm wrapped
         around his neck. She’d looked blissful, her half smile reflecting a peace she rarely displayed. As much as their public affection,
         her apparent contentment in the arms of an older man had enraged him.
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